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DEDICA TION. 



To yotiy my children^ I these lines address — 

A simple story told in simple phrase, 
Yet with a moral worthy not the less 

Of imitation than of gefirons praise. 
Nor is the story merely one of thought : 

Spun out the brain to please thy little ears — 
Nay, it is truth — by sad experience bought — 

A record of a family's hopes and fears. 
Thus, while you trace tlte weary wanderers through. 

Oh, be it yours to learn the faith divine. 
That, like a star, while darkness darker grew. 

Did 'mid its glory still more brightly shine ; 
A nd wlien on earth your jotetfieyings are o'er, 

'Twill bear you safe Death s darksome Jordan 
through, ' 

A nd bring you 'mong the liosts on Salem's peaceful 
shore. 






[We think it right here, as we have already hinted in the Dedication, 
to mention that the principal incidents in the following story are literal 
fact. These incidents have been gathered from the Melbourne Argus 
of the latter end of 1864, from which we also learn that the three 
children lived with their parents in the district of the * Mallee Scrub/ 
The manner in which they were lost is preserved in the text ; and the 
scarcely credible statement that for * nine long days and eight long 
weary nights,' these children, of from Hve to nine years, wandered the 
dreary heath without a morsel of bread to allay their hunger, or a drop 
of water (save onci) to quench their thirst, forms to our mind one of the 
most amazing acts pf Divine preservation which we ever had brought 
under our observation. 

It was afterwards ascertained that they had travelled upwards of 
sixty miles — having exceeded twenty the first day after being lost, and 
gradually diminishing the number, till on the last they only managed 
two or three. 

The touching fact that little Jeanie, every evening, before laying them- 
selves down on the desolate heath, repeated the well-known child's 
prayer, * Gentle Jesus,' etc., * for them all,' teaches a lesson not to be 
heedlessly thrown aside : * Out of the mouth of babes and sucklings 
Thou hast perfected praise.' 

The large sum of ^226 was subscribed in Melbourne, Ballarat, and 
Geelong, soon after the recovery of the children, that they might receive 
a better education than their parents were able to afford. And no 
doubt they will long be remembered by those whose anxiety and sym- 
pathy were aroused at the time they were lost and recovered.] 




pitrt Jftrst. 
' I ''HE sun had sunk, and golden bands 
Link'd sky and earth in one ; 
And sweetly lay the landscape fair 

In gentle undertone. 
The bleating sheep were still, and hush'd 

The songsters of the grove : 

All nature seem'd in calm repose. 

The earth and heaven above ; 
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As round the hearth a father drew 

His little children three — 
One on his right, one on his left, 

One perch'd upon his knee — 
(While busy hands the mother plied 

All needful works to do) — 
And simply o'er the story told 

I now will tell to you : 

How three sweet children lost themselves 

Amid a wilderness 
Of yellow broom and bursting flowers, 

In all their loveliness ; 
And who for weary days and nights 

Wander'd the desert o'er, 
That they might spy amid the scene 

Their father s cottage door. 

'Twas thus the story he began, 

In accents sad and low : — 
My children, ofttimes you have heard 

(Which made your tears to flow) 
Of the pretty babes left in the wood 

By their wicked uncle's will ; 
And how they fed on blackberries, 

And drank the sparkling rill ; 



IN THE WOOD. 



Who, when the evening star appear'd. 

And day had waned away, 
How, weary of their wandering. 

On grassy couch they lay, 




And twined their little arms around 
Each other's necks in love ; 

And how they never woke again 
Till in the realms above ! 
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And how the pretty robins came 

And softly o'er them hopp'd. 
While each from out his little beak 

An autumn leaf he dropt ; 
And how they went, and how they came, 

Till both were cover'd o'er, 
When perch'd upon the branches round 

Their dirge they 'gan to pour ! 




'Tis sweet to see, when human hearts 

Lack nature's sympathy. 
That One above o'erlooketh all. 

And will not pass us by : 
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That not a sparrow to the ground 

He sufifereth to fall 
Until His will decrees the deed — 

His voice is heard to call. 

Away across the western main, 

On far Australia's strand, 
And in a settler s humble cot, 

A little family band, 
Like golden flowers 'mid barren heaths, 

Harmoniously grew — 
No other homes around were seen, 

And they no comrades knew. 

They lived to do each other s will, 

And seek each other's joys ; 
A father and a mother dear, 

A girl and two boys. 
It was a home of love, I ween. 

Throughout each livelong day — 
No chiding tones, no angry looks, 

At home or while at play. 

And while at sport those children dear, 
Around their cottage home. 
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Would flit about like butterflies, 
From early morn till gloom : 

And pick the laughing buttercup, 
And cull the glistening heather, 

And form a bouquet rich and rare, 
To give unto their mother ! 

At times, upon the flowery bank. 

Beside the running stream. 
They'd sit and string the daisies bright. 

And listen to the theme 
The little warblers chanted o er 

Amid those golden bowers ; 
'Twas thus they spent in childish glee 

The happy summer hours. 

One evening, ere the sun went down. 

The mother to her Edwin spake : 
' To-morrow to the paddock go. 

And with you Frankie take, 
To bring a load of yellow broom, 

As oft youVe done before ; 
The lengthening shadows in the fields 

Proclaim day's vigil o'er/ 
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With glist'ning eye, her boy replied, 

' How gladly shall we go ! 
'Tis but a mile away from home, 

The road we both well know. 
But if the day is calm and fair, 

Or promises to be, 
May Jeanie, our dear sister, join 

In pleasant company ? 

* For though the scenes are beautiful. 

The scents so sweetly pure, 
So lovely all the bursting flowers 

Around our cottage door, 
There gleam beneath the sunlight. 

Out in the paddock there, 
Such lovely wild buds, 'tis a joy 

I would that she might share. 

' And long before the sun goes down 

Homeward our footsteps we 
Will joyful turn, and on our backs 

Our errand bring to thee.' 
So spake he, and his upturned gaze 

Entreaty also made : 
Nor could the mother else reply, — 

* Your wish will be obeyed.' 
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So when the morning's light had broke, 

And breakfast it was o'er, 
Right gladsomely and merrily 

They cross'd the cottage door. 
And many a ringing laugh they laugh'd, 

And many a shout of glee. 
As hand in hand they tripp'd along 

Through flowery copse and lea, 

Till at the paddock they arrived, 

Where bloom'd the yellow broom, 
And all the pleasures Edwin spake, 

That Jeanie too might come. 
And, ' O how beautiful,' she cried, 

' How sweet this blooming heather, 
These smiling meadows gaily deck'd — 

'Twas kind in you, my brother, 

' To bid our mother I might share 

In joys so sweet and good : 
Such pleasant scenes and lovely flowers 

Provided all by God. 
For when I look on things so fair, 

And breathe such sweet delight. 
My bosom thrills, and mentally 

I see another sight : 



IN THE WUUn. 

' A scene that gleams with lustre far 

Exceeding these around ; 
Where voices mingle music pure 

In low and gentle sound ; 
So like the song the angels sang 

When Bethlehem's Babe was born. 
When o'er the plains on silent wing 

They sang that Christmas mom. 




' But Edwin dear, do let us cull 
A handful each for home ; 

And Frankie's bunch will mother get 
To deck his little room!' 
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And Jeanie, on a grassy bank 

Besprinkled o'er with flowers, 
Sate while her brothers came and went 

Throughout those pleasant hours. 

And as she took those nature-gems 

Of green and gold and blue, 
She form'd them in a glowing bunch — 

To each a likeness drew ! 
Simple each thought and beautiful, 

Taught by a mother s tongue, 
While 'mong the wild-flowers round their cot, 

In gentle tones she sung : — 

' How sweet the modest daisy blooms 

Upon its humble bed, 
So like the star of Bethlehem 

With halo round his head ; 
No proud assumption — nought to thrill 

The heedless passer by ; 
Humble in birth — no plant of pride. 

Yet like a star on high ; 

* Then see this drooping blue-bell sweet, 
And listen to its song ; 
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It seems a gem from heaven sent 

To bid us *' come along." 
It rings, it beckons, and it sings, 

It urgeth " no delay ;" 
It sayeth " Drink, the day is short. 

Life's sun wanes fast away !" 

* Then here 's a tiny violet 

Of gold fringed round with blue, 
And midst its petals nourishing 

There gleams a drop of dew ; 
Yet, oh ! its stem betokeneth 

A transitory glow. 
For winter comes with blighting breath, 

And ruthless lays it low. 

' And see these little tiny stars 

Of heaven-borrow'd blue. 
They ever lisp, ** Forget-me-not, 

There 's One forgets not you !'* 
And these sweet lilies of the vale, 

Dress'd in their vesture pure, 
Are lovelier far than Solomon, 

Robed in his pride and power ! 

B 
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' Then this long spray of yellow broom 

Reminds me of our Lord, 
These twelve blooms his apostles are, 

And one is wither^ !' 
. And as each sentiment she spake, 

The bunches bigger grew ; 
Till round their stems she softly twined 

A reed of greenish blue. 




Then in an arbour, nature-formed. 
That Edwin had espied, 
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They sate them to their simple meal, 

Upon the green turf spread. 
A little, in a purling brook 

That midst the copsewood run, 
Divested of their little hose. 

They wander d up and down. 

Till from overhead the westering sun 

In glory did descend, 
And warned them, by the failing day, 

Their homeward course to wend. 
Then scrambling through a rude brush fence 

Where lovelier clumps of broom 
Abundant grew, they thought to take 

A better bundle home. 



Thus here a spray, and there a spray. 

They cut with childish glee. 
Till Edwin's back was cover'd o'er 

And laden heavily. ^ 

A few more wild-flowers then they cull'd 

For happy memory's sake, 
Then merrily their homeward way 

O'er brush again they take. 
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Along they trip in pleasant mood, 

Their spirits buoyant still, 
Nor think they that the track is lost, 

Till, crossing o'er a rill, 
Young Edwin cries, ' Sure, Jeanie, we 

No brook this morning crossed!' 
Confused— they know not how to turn- 

Their homeward path is lost ! 

Retracing o'er their steps, they pass 

Broom bush and flowery bed ; 
They ask each other fruitlessly. 

Whence this and that way led ! 
Thus to and fro they wandered 

The vast and dreary heath 
Till daylight waned, and darkness came 

With chill and biting breath. 

And wild cooeying cries they cried. 

Their bosoms throbbing sore ; 
But neither sound nor echo came 

To lure or cheer them more ! 
' What shall we do ?' * where shall we go ?' 

' Oh ! what will mother say ? ' 
With bitter, fearful hearts they cried — 

But no one showed the way ! 



IN THE WOOD. 

Wearied they wander'd still, nor dream'd 

They were so far from home ; 
For many a mile of weary waste 

They'd wander'd in the gloom. 
Ah ! little feet run fast and far 

When pleasant voices blend 
In harmony with pleasant scenes — 

Or unknown whence they tend ! 




And now 'twas night, the starry sphere, 
Their only roof-tree, smiled 
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In beauty on those lonely ones 

Far ^mid that dismal wild. 
Then Jeanie upward turn'd her gaze, 

For God, she knew, was there ; 
The tear-drops glittering in her eyes, 

And breathed her evening prayer : — 

* Gentle JesuSy meek and mild. 
Look upon a little child ^ 
Pity my simplicity ^ 

Suffer me to come to Thee, 

* Fain I would to Thee be brought ; 
Gracious Gody forbid it not. 

In the kingdom of thy grace 
Give a little child a place. 

* O supply 7ny every wafity 

Feed the young and tender plant ; 
Day and night my Keeper be. 
Every moment watch rotmd me! 

Then sweet they kiss'd each other s lips, 
And twined their arms around 

Each other s necks, and laid them down 
Upon the cheerless ground. 
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O wearily, and joylessly, 

Did that first night appear ; 
And oh ! how cold — how very cold 

The desert atmosphere ! 

No mother s hands, no sweet soft bed — 

No, nought to lure repose : 
The stars look'd down like twinkling eyes, 

And up the moon arose. 
But Jeanie thought they smiled disdain. 

And long d the sun would rise ; 
And tightening Frankie in her arms. 

She closed her wearied eyes. 

And though at last overcome by sleep, 

Her thoughts were busy still ; 
She sobb'd and smiled alternately, 

Like mountain gurgling rill. 
O 'twas a sight so woeful sad 

To see, so far away 
From haunt of men, that darksome night 

As nestling close they lay ! 

They slept, and soon the sun uprose, 
Dispersing darkness far — 
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Paling the glory of the moon, 

Dimming each tiny star. 
And still they slept ; their little forms 

Lay prostrate, wearied so, 
That e'en the hard uneasy heath 

Seem'd downy couch to grow. 

High in the heavens he rose till they 

Appear d a canopy 
Of living joy o er earth, a scene 

Of glorious majesty. 
Yet nought was beautiful to them, 

When they from sleep arose — 
The smiling sky, the purling brook, 

The broom, or wild dog-rose ! 

All seem'd a desert drear to them, 

A void of sullen dread ; 
No father s smile, no mother's kiss. 

No cheering breakfast spread. 
Yet still undaunted, full of hope, 

They trod the endless waste ; 
And unencumber'd, guilelessly, 

Their fancied footsteps traced. 
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Till darksome grew the lustrous sky 

With many a murky cloud, 
That dismally their shadows threw, 

Like sable burial-shroud ; 
And gusty blasts brought from afar 

The thunder s awful boom. 
And vivid flashes cleft in twain 

The thick surrounding gloom. 

Yet onward through the dreary heath 

They wander d hand in hand. 
Till 'neath the shadow of an elm 

They sheltering seem'd to stand. 
/ For deeper grew the blackness round. 

More bright the lightning's sheen, 
And like a deluge merciless 

Down pour d the eddying rain. 

Ah ! ' there an awful silence slept, 

So still and so unbroken, 
It sent the blood back to the heart 

If but a word was spoken,' 
Save when the elemental war. 

Growling with deep-voiced breath, 
Huddled those tender wanderers 

Deeper the shade beneath ! 
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Until the sun with power renew'd 
Claim'd heaven his rightful throne, 

Chasing the thunder-clouds afar, 
Bidding the rain ' be gone.' 




And round dispersing beams of light, 

Like glimmering streaks of gold ; 
Till slowly dipping in the west, 
■ Bade night her robes unfold. 

Then on the damp untempting heath 
They sat together down ; 
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Their big tears mingling with the grass, 

Untrod in ages gone. 
Ah, Hope's fair smiling face was hid, 

And dark Despair o erthrew 
The dismal shadow of her wings — 

And sadder still they grew. 

Again their evening prayer was heard 

Amid the wildering blast, 
As keen its biting forefront blew 

With ruthless accents past. 
And forth the evening star awoke 

To find those wandVers still 
Deeper and deeper 'mid the maze 

Of wood and heath and hill ! 



And on the fourth, 'tis sad to know. 

Yet full of joy to tell. 
Though stray'd so long, their errand they 

Had yet remember'd well : 
' Come, Edwin,' Jeanie gently cried, 

' Yonder 's the paddock where 
Dear mother sent us out to cut 

The golden broom for her.' 
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With gleeful step and gladsome voice 

Anew they cut the broom, 
Then tied it on their feeble backs, 

And took their pathway home. 
' Come, come, my brothers, come aWay, 

Father and mother see \ 
In cheering tones, she running on, 

Past brush and broom and tree. 

But why this start— this sudden halt ? 

Why hush'd thy voice of joy ? 
Does the sweet vision of thy home 

A holier calm employ } 
Dost thou behold, as in a dream. 

Thy father s welcome face ? 
Or feel around thy little form 

Thy mother s kind embrace ? 

Why sink upon thy little knees ? 

Why press thy fingers small 
Upon thy sweet face, Jeanie, dear ? 

Why do those big tears fall ? 
Thou'st gained the timber's further side, 

Thy father's cottage see ! 
' Nay, all around is vast and drear - 

An endless heathy sea !' 
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Again poor Edwin's load is thrown 

Aside in grief profound, 
And huddled close, those children lost, 

Down sink upon the ground : 




Hungry — they have no bread, and woe 

Its gnawing canker wakes ; 
Thirsty — no wand'ring desert stream 

Their burning bosom slakes. 



Then Jeanie drew wee Frankie close, 
For tears were flowing o'er 
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His little cheeks, and bursts of grief 

His little bosom tore. 
His lisping voice, methinks, I hear. 

It was so sweet and low— 
' Oh, why does father fail to come 

The right road honie to show ?' 

And overhead an omen-bird 

With black-spread wing did pass. 
And pois'nous snake its venom vile 

Hiss'd through the tangled grass. 
And thus they wander'd time long days, 

And etgAi dark dreary nights, 
But neither voice nor vision came 

To guide their path aright. 





part ^uonb. 
* /~\ H , where are my young ones ? oh, where 
^^^ have they gone ? 
Oh, come with me, husband, away ; 
The sun soon will set, and the black clouds 
that meet 
Will blot out the light of the day. 
Oh, oft have they gone to the paddock alone, 
But never so long did they stay : 
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The brush they have crossed, and their road 
they have lost— 
No more shall they find out the way !' 

And hot tears she shed, that more than words 
pled, 

And told of the mother s deep woe ; 
And the father stood in a pensive mood, 

For he fear d, yet cared not to show. 
* Nay, dearest,' he said, ' tears cease to shed. 

Yet out to the paddock let 's hie ; 
'Twill refresh thee and cheer, and soon we '11 be 
where 

Thy truants again we shall spy.' 

And outward they haste, o'er the heathy waste, 

To the scene of their children's glee ; 
But they hear no sound -save the sad rebound 

Of their loud and their long 'cooey.' 
The paddock was reach'd, and carefully search'd. 

Each dog-rose and broom bush around ; 
They sought not in vain, but the tidings gave 
pain. 

When their foot-marks they spied on the 
ground. 
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Long and wild they cooey'd, and sadly essay'd 

To note the last scene of their joy ; 
While each quivering branch Hope's bark would 
re-launch, 

Like a * will-o'-the-wisp ' to decoy ! 
Till the last streak of day had faded away, 

And the moon rose with silvery tone, 
Like a herald of light to wander the night, 

Or an angel of glory alone. 

Each paddock and copse, with fears and with 
hopes. 

Yet their faith in God's power resign'd ; 
They sought up and down, and they sought not 
alone, 

For the tidings had spread ' on the wind.' 
And men join'd to seek for the children weak 

'Mid the tangled heath and the broom ; 
But they sought in vain new tidings to gain, 

For the darkness hurried them home ! 

But again the sun's light, with lustrous might, 
Gilds the peaks of the purple hills ; 

And the valleys below, with scenes none know, 
His lustrate effulgence fills. 

c 
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•And anew they scour each paddock o'er 
For the little wandering band ; 

But they search in vain, and the sun again 
Revisits the western land. 



Ah, deep sorrow hung, as a black cloud flung 

'Tween the earth and a smiling sky, 
O'er each manly face that had met to trace 

Out the sad and solemn mystVy. 
Now thirty brave men trod the heath Vy plain, 

Determined that, living or dead. 
The wand'rers they 'd find, and their trust 
resigned. 

That He who knows all things might lead. 

Oh, who e'er put faith in the God that saith, 

' ^Tis not in frail man to direct 
His footsteps aright;^ 'tis I who by might 

A kingdom can raze or erect ?'^ 
And that father felt 'twas with God he dealt, 

When he utter'd, with joy renew'd, 
* Oh f I feel that He will restore to me 

My children safe out of this wood.' 

* Jer. X. 23. '■^ Jer. xviii. 7-9. 
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Then he spurr'd his steed with all careful heed 

Through the long and the untrod grass, 
When a shriek rose high from the scrub hard by, 

And he feared the spot to pass ! 
But the rushing feet of the emu fleet 

Bore away o'er the distant plain ; 
And he spurr'd anew, for the darkness grew. 

His course o'er the desert again. 




But the track is found on the scrubby ground 
By two of the brave men apart ; 
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And their souls are fired, and their tongues 
inspired, 

To cheer the sad father's heart. 
Yet they fear to leave, and to stay they grieve, 

By the marks of the wand'rers' feet ; 
And like warriors bedight for the coming fight, 

Impatient the morn to greet. 

So the mother s cry was heard on high, 
From the hearth of the settler s home. 

That the God of Love, who dwelleth above, 
Might clear the surrounding gloom. 

And she also felt 'twas with God she dealt, 
As she kneeFd by her lonely bed ; 

And no other ear was nigh to hear 

« 

As she lift up her voice and pled. 

Oh, how long and drear did the night appear. 

As they lay on the new-found track. 
Till the glimmering ray of the Prince of Day 

Came like a penitent back. 
When on bounding steed the tracker sped. 

Carrying the welcome tale. 
And the other sate by the marks to wait, 

And return the gathering hail. 
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Then a voice came clear from the copsewood 
near, 

Saying loud, ' Quite right — Quite, quite 
right ;' 
And a sudden start shook the tracker's heart. 

As the echo came — ' Quite— quite right ;' 
For he thought he heard not the voice of a bird. 

But the voice of those children dear; 
And he cooey'd shrill, but the voice was still, 

And he saw not the wand'rers there. 

' The Leallierhead — very common In Auslralia, is so imilative Ihal 
it often utters words as distinctiy as the human voice. 
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*" I ""HE spot is found : the trackers brave 

Amid the barren scrub are seen : 
Tile father's countenance is grave, 

And furrows deep are there, I ween. 
With hope inspired the marks they trace. 

And step by step they follow on ; 
'Tis difficult to tell each place. 

And hope at times seems all but gone ! 
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The scene is changed : the day is done, 

Thick murky clouds Hke funeral pall 
Envelop sky and earth in one, 

And hail forebodings dark to all : 
' Oh, who will say those children lost 

Can live amid this wildVing storm ?' 
And louder bl^w the angry blast, 

And fearful shook each manly form ! 

To see the sights that they had seen, 

To tread their pathway in the heath. 
Ay, e'en their little wild-flowers glean, 

Yet save them not a woeful death ! 
And like a gushing torrent fell 

With hissing voice the angry rain, 
Till when the sun rose none might tell 

The way they'd traced in hope and pain. 

Around tall gum trees rise on high. 

Luxuriant in their glittering sheen ; 
Thick underwood and creepers lie, 

And thorny shrubs in lustrous green. 
Abundant with its olive glow 

The Eucalyptus shadeless stands ; 
But glimmering light no waters flow 

To cheer the wandVer of those lands. 
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All day they searched the track to gain ; 

Alas ! no trace was to be found ; 
Another day — but still in vain — 

Hope vanished in their grief profound. 
Alone the father's face betrayed 

The feelings of a father s heart : 
' God yet will give them back/ he said, 

' I dare not from the search depart/ 

And forth he spurr d his panting mare 

In eager haste past bush and brake, 
Rousing the wombat from his lair, 

The kangaroo and diamond snake. 
O'er grassy plain, thro' scrubby vale, 

'Mong Doryanthes' blood-red flowers. 
Where pure Caparis scents the gale, 

And thousand blooms that deck those bowers. 

Rich and profuse he heeded not, — 

His errand was for life alone ; 
Before him lay the wish'd-for spot,-- 

Anew he urged his charger on. 
Ah, 'twas a joy to see that man 

Returning with his new-found guides, 
Dick, Jerry, Fred — three blacks to scan 

The hidden path. — God aye provides ! 



i 



IN THE WOOD. 41 

Meanwhile, the track again is found, 

And slowly followed, hope restored ; 
Oft creeping o'er the rugged ground. 

The track they mark with scarce a word, 
That in the wilderness of wood 

What they had found might not be lost : 
Till forth the native * warriors' stood, 

Proud of their skill, yet slow to boast. 

And thus o er heath, thro' scrub and brake, 

As bloodhounds follow up the prey, 
Those dark-skinn'd brothers trod the track, 

Nor wander d from the hidden way. 
And ever and anon there came 

Pictures that made the trackers thrill, 
Their bosoms burn, their tongues proclaim - 

* The black man is our brother still !' 



* Here little wand'rers tired ;'sit down. 

Big one kneel ; carry him along.' 
' Tired is again the little one ; 

Big one kneel ; carry him ; no strong ; 
No able rise ; fall on his face.' 

' Here travel they the dark, dark night ; 
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No see the rough and scrubby place, 
Her fall on him ; no any light.' ^ 

And still they follow, follow on~ 

And still such stories thrill the soul, 
Till near again the day is done. 

Oh ! must again the night unroll 
Her sable curtains o'er the earth, 

And sear each soul with bitter woe ? 
Nay; listen! 'tis the voice of mirth 

I hear — quick — let us forward go ! 

Yes ; here those children close had crept, 

Hungry and weak, a night ago 
Into a chamber, and had slept — 

The last night they should journey so ! 
' Oh, God has been a sure defence,' 

The father said, and forward hied ; 
' They cannot now be far from hence !' — 

And o'er the heath his charger sped. 

* I '11 trust in God,' he cried, and flung 
The reins upon his brave steed's mane ; 

^ We have here preserved tlie sentences uttered by those keen-sighted 
men, as literally as rhyme will permit, and conveying facts afterwards 
corroborated by the children themselves. 
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Unchecked, anew it forward sprung ; 

Nor was his trust confounded then. 
On — on, o er furlongs of wild heath, 

As if *twere by the bridle led. 
Until it stood with panting breath. 

Three-quarters of a mile ahead. 

And thus the dreary waste was spann'd, 

Mile after mile — until the sun 
In purple bathed the far-off land. 

And told another day was done. 
Again his steed the father spurr'd, 

Unchecked or taught by bridle-rein ; 
Throbbing his breast — for hope deferr'd, 

Nature unbars to woe and pain. 

Onward unto a rising ground 

He 'd ride ere he would turn his track ; 
He felt his children would be found ; 

He felt he dared not turn his back ! 
And overhead a silver star. 

Like eye of heaven, looked mildly down. 
And as a cheering tale from far. 

Telling their fears were now nigh done. 
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Still on he speeds ; but, see ! he starts, 

And from his saddle rises high' ; 
New vigour to his steed irnparts 

By blood-stain'd spur plunged furiously. 
There, in a chamber neatly made. 

Curtained and canopied around 
With saplings green, the lost are laid, 

Weary and cold upon the ground. 

A bed of broom alone is theirs, 

No sweet, soft couch like that at home. 
They sleep ; but on their cheeks big tears 

Like diamonds shine amid the gloom. 
They sleep ; but soon the trackers crowd 

In plenitude of thanks around 
Their humble bed, and mingle loud 

Their joy that now the lost are found. 

Wee Frankie on his sister s arm 
Lies in her dress, ' for he was cold,' 

Herself as cold, — she feared no harm. 
But thought alone him to enfold. 

But Edwin wakes ! — poor boy ! his tongue 
Lacks moisture, and he feebly groans 
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■ Father!'— Woe's me ! Death's knell. rung 
Sudden were no bitterer tones. 




'Twas all his voice spake as he fell 

Backward upon his couch of broom. 
Then Frankie bid his father tell 

Why he had been so long to come. 
But gentle Jeanie's voice of glee 

No welcome to her father told ; 
Her eyes were closed, and tremulously 

She murmur'd o'er, ' 'Tis cold- — so cold.' 




AND now the night with raven's wing 
■^^- Closes around a tracker's home ; 
Within those wearied pilgrims rest 
From wand'ring o'er the dreary waste 
Of scrub and heath and broom. 
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Soft gentle hands supply their wants, 

That soon returning health rewards ; 
Sweet Jeanie breathes again her prayer, 
For God she knows is everywhere. 
And He before had heard ! 

Oh, who shall say that He who rules 
The orbs in their celestial sphere ; 
Who broodeth o*er the ocean's tides, 
Who for the raven's young provides. 
Refused her prayer to hear ! 

And who will tell that mother's joy. 

When in her arms, without a sound, 
With nothing written on her brow. 
But deep-traced lines of bitter woe, 
She clasp'd her children found ! 

And still those wandVers may be seen 
Upon Australia's distant strand, 

A living testament of love, 

A living test our faith to prove 
In God's almighty hand. 



THE END. 





Illustrated Works for the Young. 


" 1 

1 




THE PRIMROSE PILGRIMAGE. 






A WnOlJLAM) STORV, 








Hy M. Hf-TuaM 1-;iw\KUS, nluslriited by T. K. MAi-JjI-otn, 
Inipcriai ifimo, |>rie<; 2>. M. cIiWli : 3s, 6<l. colonrecl, eill '(^v.s. . 
*Yi»lk-i.mii Ktitc l.™k, <ini *rtV liesl liunksuF cliililftiiV vcr«: lh.nl Wapprarcd Hiwe lli<-- 
..,,rlv^y5«rMi,r,.Hi™lH---Ar*»n.»>r,-™.,/. 

■ Tto; |We,ij- are lull «( intHrsl Mr. MsW|lluid. illllMralirula ^r. thiirminB Ir^n'.-ripi- ..' 






MERRY SONGS FOR LITTLE VOICES. 






III.' \V-.i.isl.y Mks. llKuiiKHli', Sd tr, MTi-.il I-- 1. \h-v.\.\. 


1 






Willi r™iv [ili.i^li-ati..iibl.y'1'llcMis [l.">i>. 
Foolscap 4»rt, iirici-ji., obiUi- 
*%t«*«'f<li''«''"nS''«n! rsully jiroll)' as.t»qlL.niiiai.u Am™? tlui illiiitRiiinnf .iw s-nnof 
■ A ttally IramiCul titik- vnl.iir.c „r,i,ug* (.n vlMf<:<:'-Sffet„fr. 






■ 


FUN AND EARNEST; 

0!4. RHYMES WITH RKASON. 


I 






Ily Ii'AKfV W. ■|■n^^^(■sr.^. llliwtntte.lby Chaki.ks Hknnrtt. 








111.!"-".!! ' l"I^^'.i^- '>"li': I-. 'i'l- M.litiiB,!, diiUid^m, gilteili,a.s. 

r .1 1 .ii.d l':;irilBA" snr varisd hy iwcho »l 
>. . < Hi our Kur«cry"w[l1urikuinltinirts<>r 








1' ■ i\' <m«.- - /Hmlmtr.1 Lm,>A' ,\;t,>i,. i 








NURSERY NONSENSE; 








UK, KHYMJiS WI'lHOUT REASON. 








Hy D'Akcv W. THtiMfSoN, With «ul5 IlliialraliansliJ CtlARI-ES BENNETT. 

Second cililiniu Im])ciial l6mii, pritt zs. 6tL clulli ; 45. Gil. coloured, 

cloth elcgnilt. gilt eitges.- 

■ Only A d<^vcr mm with n liiuch n( ihe poeL'i Teeliiig on wr!lc gnnd' ehtl^HD's SDIUeiiK. af.y 

:.< ii may seem. SiicU a ninn the auihi)r proves hinuoirmle. Mc. Benneil'iwriric U c»ciitiall; 


i 




(;RI?-riTH ANU 7ARRAN, ST. PAUL'S CHUKCHVARI). 


1 


1 





